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	We Are the Warriors

_**I like to imagine they had once existed, that they really were a living legend. Not in any way possible, but enough for people to believe in something that gives them inspiration.**_

Footsteps echoed throughout the forest as a young girl ran for the city. She held her brother close to her, looking back every now and then to see if they were being followed.

_**They are the kind of people most others do not accept. They look like everyone else. You may not know it, but they are like us, just on a higher level of a scientific dream.**_

Her heart pounded in her ears, blood pumping and the adrenaline kicking in, her feet thudding against the ground. She wove through the trees. She didn't know where she was going, but one thing was for sure that she was going to get as far from that wretched facility as she could.

_**Not everyone knows if it's true or not. Some just die with it, others kept it secret for years.**_

"Zrinka," her brother whimpered.

"Keep calm, Costel," she whispered. "We're almost to the sea."

_**Sometimes the truth is hard to find. But sooner or later every single story shows themselves. Trust me.**_

They had finally reached the shoreline of the sea. It was still covered in ice, despite it mid-spring. It was thick and easy to walk on, a single shard being cleared of any rough wave that would crash to the shore. That was when something caught Costel's eyes.

_**The stories aren't accurate, not exactly. Most people still find it hard to believe in them.**_

He wriggled free of his sister and ran to the object. Zrinka shouted behind and ran after him. She nearly stumbled and came to a halt when she saw what he was running at.

_**All such tales about them are forbidden to tell. Anyone who told them committed treason in most of Europe simply by breathing their names.**_

The object were sheets of ice, shaped like some kind of magic was woven over something to protect it. They were gleaming light blue, which wasn't like ice since it was more of a pale gray. She could see something shiny and black somewhere hidden between them.

_**But the most important detail you must know, is how they inspire people, how they spark hope and faith in the broken and the damned.**_

She came forward with her brother peeking around the corner. They saw that it was a huge aircraft of sorts. It had to be outdated, because even she did not know what kind it was. Costel nudged his sister and pointed to an opening where the ice made a pathway.

_**Because you do not know who they strike fear into. It can control the ones that despise them, make them feel invulnerable.**_

They stepped inside to see what was inside. After all, who else would be inside the craft? If it was frozen for many years, then the occupants were possibly frozen in the ice as well. Ice were starting to coat the walls and the floor, but left most of the space free of it.

"Zrinka!" Costel called out.

Zrinka turned around and saw her brother ahead of her, pointing into a room. She came forward to see what he saw. It was the piloting room, she realized. It was filled with countless blocks of ice.

_**It's best to even let those stories come forward…**_

"Oh, my god," Zrinka breathed as she realized what was inside of it.

…_**and awaken.**_


End file.
